The T wo Noble Ki»fmen. 

Emil. By that you would hate pitty in another, 

By your owne vercues infinite. 

Hip. By valour, 

By all the cfialle nights I have ever plcafd you, 

Thef. Thefc arc ftrange Coti j uriags . (our dangers 

Per. Nay then lie-in too : By all our friendfhip Sir, by »tj 
By all you love inoft,warrcsjand this fweet Lady. 

Emil. By that you would have trembled to deny 
Ablufhing Maide. 

Hip. By your owne eyes : By ftrength 
Jn which you fwore I went beyond all women, 

Almoft all men*and yet I yeelded Thefem. 

Per. To crowne all thisjBy your mod noble fouie 
Which cannot want due mercic.I beg firft. 

Hip. Next heare my prayers. 

Emil. Lad let me intreate Sir. 

Per. For mercy. 

Hip . Mercy. 

Emil. Mercy on thefe Princes. 

Thef. Y e make my faith reelc : Say I felt 
Companion to’em both, how would you place it ? 

Emil . V pon their lives : But with their banishment}, 
Thef. You are a right woman, Sifter;' you have picty s 
B jt want the vnderftanding where to ufe it. 

Ifyou defire their livcs,invent a way 
Safer then banifhment :Can thefc two live 
And have the agony of love about ’em. 

And not kill one another ? Every day 
The’yid fight about yov ; howrely bring your honour 
lb publique queftion with their Swords ; Be wife then 
And hcie forget ’cvnjit concernes your credit, 

And my oth equally : I have faid they die. 

Better they fall by’th law, then one another. 

Bow not my. honor. 

Emil. O my noble Brother, 

That oth wasrafhly made, and in your anger. 

Your reafon will not hold K,if fuch vowes 
Stand for exprefle will, all the world muftperifh. 


The Two Noble Kiflfintn. 

R,fide.I h» vc another ©tb,gainft yours 
of more authority,I am fure more love, 

Sot made in paffion neither, but good heedc. 

•Thef. What i* it Sifter ? 

'Vrge it home brave Lady. 

Emil. That you would nev’r deny me any thing 
fir for mV m° deft fuit,and your free granting: 

; e you to your word now,if ye fall in’t, 

Thinke how you maime your honour; 

/for now I am fet a begging Sir, I am deafe 
To all but your compalbonj how,their lives 
Might breed the ruine of my name ; Opinion, 

Shall any thing that loves me perifh for me ? 

That were a cruell wiledome,doe men proyne 
The ftraioht yong Bowes that blufh with thoufand Bloffom* 
Becufe they may be rotten ? O Duke Thc f cUi 
Thecoodly Mothers that have groand tor tbcle. 

And all the longing Maides that ever lov’d. 

If your vow ftandjfhall cmfe me and my Beauty , 

And in their funerall fongs, for thefe t wo Golem- 
Defpifemyctuelnc,and cry woe worth me. 

Till I am nothing but the fcorne of women; 

Forheavens fake fave their lives, and bamlh em. 

Thef. On what conditions? 

Eml. Sweare’cm never more 
To make me their Contention, or to-know me, 

To tread upon thy Duke dome, and to be 

Where ever they fnall travefever ftrangers to one another. 

Pal. lie be cut a pecces 
Before I cake this oth/orget I love her? 

0 all ye gads difpife me then : Thy Bauilhraent 

1 not miflike/o we may fairely carry 
OurSwords,aud cauf. along.-cife never trifle, 

But take our lives D like, 1 m uft iov c an d will. 

And for that love, mutt and dare kill this Gofen 
On any pcece the earth has. 

Thef Will you iAreite 
Take thefe conditions? 







